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What should she do ? - Once again she ap-
pealed to her husband, but was met only by
unkind words, and when she told him that
they must look for a cheaper dwelling, he
seemed perfectly satisfied, and said that he
would attend to that. T

The next morning at breakfast he abrupt-
Iy told her that he had rented two rooms,
and had made arrangements to sell what
furniture they did notneed. Mus. Leighton
could scarcely express her surprise,
Frank,” she said, “need we go so soon 7”

“Yes, to-day ; so justchoose :what you
want to keep to furnish t\_v?l’ rooms, and I’1l
take care of the rest. I hdve débtsto pay,
and I must have the money,” e
. “Bat, Frank, if you take the money that
is paid us for this furniture, how can we
live? One month’s rent must be paid be-
fore we leave, and w¢ have nothing to de-
pend upon but that.” _ :

“T’Il see that-the rent is paid, and I must
P&y one. . wionth’s rent in advance for the

{-rooms I have taken, and after that there

will be barely enough to pay what I owe,.
1 tell you I want the money, and am going
to have it, so hurry and choose what vou
want or I'li sell everything ;” and withiout
another word M, Leighton left the house,

-Sick at heart, his wife bowed her head
upon her hands ; ‘but this was no time for
inaction ; she must rouse herself, and, al-

| most unconsciously, she breathed a silent

rayer for help to Him who, her little Rosa

had said, cared forher. Rosa wasnotin the
room when her father had told of his ar-
rangements, and her mother dreaded to
break the news to her ; but this must be
donetoo, so calling her to Wershe told herof
the change in their home, shielding, as
;np(lzh as possible, the author of this new
rial.

The cheerful spirit in which Rosa re-
ceived the intelligence, gave her mother
fresh courage, and together they planned
and worked until towarﬁ nocn,by which time
everything was in readiness, and none too
soon, for scarcely had all their arrangements
been completed, when they heard a waggon
stop at the door, and Mr. Leighton entered
the house with another mdn.

He harshly ordered his wife to let the man
have the things she had chosen to keep, and
then walk herself with Rosa to their 1o6ms
in Bireh’s Court. ]

“Birch’s Court!” the very name grated
harshly on Mrs. Leighton’s still sensitive
ear. Had it indeed come to this? Was she
to live in a court ? she who once vaised her
dress daintily when crossing such places,
imagining the very contact with poverty a
disgrace? But their home was reached, and
she found her rooms to be on the ground
floor, where the sun shone in brightly, and
she doubted not that when the familiar
furniture should have been arranged, their
new home would seem really homelike.

. The ragged children of the neighborhood
crowded around the door, their curiosity ex-
cited by the sight of blind Rosa, who still
held closely Birdie in his cage. Fearing
that some rude remarks might be made
about her poor afflicted little daughter, Mrs.
Leighton closed the door, and together she
and Rosa waited for the waggon that was to
bring their furniture. It came soon, snd
the driver, with the help of Mr. Leighton,
who had walked from tge house, soon de-

osited its scanty load in therooms. Scanty
indeed it looked, for although Mrs. Leigh-
ton had thought that she had reserved barely
what was necessary for their comfort, her
hushand had thought her extravagant, and
bad sold several pieces of furniture that she
would have kept, but which, he knew, would
add considerably to the amount he was to
receive for the rest, Suspecting the truth
at once, she said nothing, knowing too well

that the most gentle remonstrances would'

only be an excuse for words of anger and
profanity.

| beéri irt Roga’s nursel
" | that stréamed through the windows, and a

| 'of furniture,
’[dess Toom into:one really pleasant and cheer-

ful,’and it was well that it had that look,
/| for. henceforth': it must “serve as a parlor,

Atonee, with ﬂi’e'vﬁttle help Rpﬁa conld

‘give; shéproceeded to give theirroomsa loo
of ‘Honie:s*.-White curtaing that. had once
’s nursery, subdued the sunlight

few booka o1 the table, ‘a bright carpet on

" | the'floor, a’clieerful fire in the stove, with a

tasteéful arrangenient of their limited supply
oon transformed the comfort-

kitchen, dining, ‘and;all- but gleeping room.
" ‘Having: arranged- both-rooms as.well as

she ‘could, Mrs, Leighton*. st down, and

drawing Rosz to a seat upon her knes, press-
ed ber close to her heart, and remained silent

fora long time, A R
At length Rosa broke the silence by say-

ing, “Mamma, we could be very happy

here.” ’ .

“Yes, darling. I know we could, if papa
—but no, I won’t say that; we will try to
make our home so pleasant, Rosa dear, that
Eapa will love to stay with us, But where

ave you put Birdie? His cage must ban
in the window ; you know I told you that |
had hung your nursery curtains there.”

“Yes, mamma, I would, like him to be
there, but please don’t hang his cage very
high, for I can’t reach it.” o

* Mamma,” said Rosa, as they resumed
their seats, after arranging Birdie’s. cage,
“what" kind -of a_street are we living in,
isn’t it narrow? I felt that it was as we
came up, and are there not a great many
boys and girls here? I could hear them
talking.” '

“Yes, Rosa, this is a very narrow street,
and now, as Birdie is singing so sweetly,
there is quite a crowd of boys and girls out-
side the window listening to him.” '

“I am glad of that ; perhaps they haven’t
any Birdies of their own, and he will help.
to make them happy.” = .

As night came on the mother and daugh-
ter still sat alone, waiting for him who
should Lave been their earthly protector;
but it: was not until long after Rosa had
gone to bed that Mrs. Leighton, still watch-
Ing so anxiously by the fire, and planning
some way by which she could earn some-
thing to support the family, now that she
must give up all hoge of her husband doing
anythinhﬁ for them, heard his unsteady steps
approdching the house. As he entyred the
room 'she saw- that he was more entirely
under-the influence of liguor than he had
been’ for' months, Alas! too well she
guessed the truth ; having paid, ashe promis-
ed, the rent due for their last home, and in
advance ‘for their present rooms, he had
entered a tavern, feeling more independent
than he had for a long time ; for Ilately, as
his account ran higher and higher, the
tavern-keeper had begun to treat him cold-
ly, and had even hinfed once or twice that
he'must go somewhere else for liquor.

- "Now he could pay, and be treated asa
entleman ; and with great show he asked
or his bill ; it was handed to him, and hav-

ing paid it; at once the tavern-keeper’s man-

ner téwar(i him ¢hanged ; no one could have
been more polite and attentive ; andl flatter-
ed by his treatment, Mr. Leighton drank
glass after glass, treating and being treated,
until toward morning he left the tavern
penniless ; all the proceeds of the sile of the
urniture gone, and he, a poor drupkard.

Oh, Eleanor'Leighton ! on that New Year
day youtried to hide “from the world and
yourself the fact that your husbaz‘d was in
danger of: becoming a drunkard ;
yoit call him now, ashe reels into the house,
and without an approving glonde at the
room that you have rendered as pttractive
as possible for him, staggers acros it, and
entering the inmer room throws himself
upon the bed, and igsoon in a deep| drunken
sleep? - His_entefing has disturbed - the
slumbers of dear little Rosa, who is asleep
on & cot beside the bed, and dreaming, per-
chance, of the sunny days of long ago, she
murmured, ‘“Papa, my darling papa,” and
nestles down again to find perfect peace in
forgetfulness of the dark sorrow that clouds
heryoung life. :

As the weeks passed, Mrs, Leighton sought
and obtained work froin a néighboring
clothing-store, and by untiring industry and
the closest economy contrived to, keep the
family from absolute want.

But on this bright New Year, 'ﬁve years
from the time our story opens, we look in
vain for our friends in their cheerful little
rooms,’

Ag year after year passed, Mr. Le_i[ihtgn,
sinking lower and Tower dragget% with him

what do }

.hardened heart.

his wife and ‘child, downi;into the lowest{ himto:écir
depths of poverty. Of course, it was im- [ hil t
ossible for Mrs,” Leighton “t0:support the (/#/Héls
amily and pay eventhe .small!sum; asked’| instrim
for their rooms, so they had:beenjobliged. to !

move what little furniture;they:had—for
touch had been sold from. timesto time to
supply their wants—into éne roomfin the

gorret of the tenement-house in yhich they [
: ST R T
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“Here on this New.Year we find them, in-
stead of in'the abode of “wealth andduxury
here five years ago we made their acquaint-
ance. - Mounting 'the. rickety staircase, we
pause in the narrow entry before the half-
open door, -Mr;*Leighton 'isnot there ; bit

13. Leighton, whom ‘we’ could “scarcely;
recognize did we not' Know that it was shey
stands beside a wash-tub'in a. room almost
destitute of furniture. As she busily washes,
a tear occasionally stealsdown her care-worn
cheek, yet she tries to speak cheerfully to
Rosa, who is sitting beside bet talking to hér
Iittle Birdie,

“ Now, Birdie, I am going to put you in
your cageagain.” .. ... - |

“I wouldn’t, Rosa, darling, if I were
you ; sit still and talk to him alittle while.”

“Why, mamma,.I have been talking to
him ever so long, and now, you know, I
want to finish that'tidy that you tell me I
have made so nicely, so that when you take
home that washing you can try to sellit.
So, shall I not put Birdie in his cage "

“Yes, darling;” and the mother turns
away her face that slie may not witness the
%isappointment that she knows is in store for

osa. :
The little girl—little yet, although thir-
teen years old, and as innocent and child-
like as when she nestled in her uncle’s arms
five years ago—kisses her little Birdie and
walks toward the low window where she
had yesterday hung his gilded cage. Alas!
she feels for it in vain, In its Elnce hangs a
broken wooden one, so old that were not
Birdie the best of birds, it would not be safe
to trust him in it.

“Oh, mamma !” she cries, “where—"
and then she checks herself; too well she
guesses the truth, and throwing herself in-
to her mother’s arms, she sobsaloud.

Mrs. Leighton, too, has guessed the truth.
Last evening she had to go for the clothes
which she was to wash, leaving her husband,
who had come in again almost immediatel
after going out, apparen'tly asleep, twith his
head resting upon the table, but when she
returned he was gone, and looking up to
Birdie, who moveﬁ unessily in his cage asif
disturbed in his sleep, she had seen the
change which she knew would be such a
blow to poor little Rosa, who had prized the
gilded cage as Uncle George’s last New Year
gift to her and Birdie. - .

She'had not seen her poor unhappy hus-
band, who as soon as she had left the room

had stolen cautiously to the window, and|
‘with his eye - 1zmcin%l suspiciously at Rosa,
ﬁisturb

lestheshould er slumbers, had taken
the old cage from a hiding-place, and then
taking Birdie from his pretty i‘nome, had
transferred him to this one that he had
found among some rubbish on & vacant lot.
- Once, as Birdie fluttered, Rosa had mur-
mured in her sleep, “Hush, Birdie,’”” and her
father started back, but.the prize was too
great, and he must run any risk ; so, hastily.
hanging up the old cage, he concealed the
gilded one under his ragged coat and hasten-
ed to the tavern, where an hour.ago he had
been refused trust for a glass of whiskey,
Now, on this New Year morning, Birdie’s
§ilded_ cage hangs empty above the bar, and
Ir. Leighton, having satisfied for a time his
appetite from the proceeds -of hislast. even-
ing’s sale, loafs around the alley-waKs‘aﬁd
the corners of the streets, afraid or ashamed:
to go home, lest he might see something in
Rosa’s face that should touch hisnot quite

(To be Continued.) =~
——&.——————

“TAKE ME ON SHORE !”

The son of agood and zealous minister
took to drinking and ran away from home
agasailor. Months of ocean life in the
society of the forecastle made him more
reckless than ever. In habits, morals, be-
liefs, affections—everything—he was *all
afloat.” The vessel that bore him anchored
in an African port to discharge and take in
cargo. In orie of their trips to and from
shore the sailors brought back alittle native
boy. He had some kind of curious instru-
ment, and could make music on it,, with

asEat e

*migh tex -

hibit him to:the ipanions: ..
IHas “"flbfﬁ?ﬁ?z‘%éggn ‘played on his

ent/: tothe giéat: entertailiment of
th +"" They'weréSdisposed” o ;make
quite azlion of hifn, but"at last he, gréw un-
edsy. i T
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spareyou yet A - b L
‘."Pf.‘.‘;BZE T'z{dsi go,” insisted the little iregro.

““Why, what’s yourthdrry 5

PN tell‘you., ‘A¥missionary has come
where I live;-and. hés ‘gojng; to- pieach to-
night, T heardihim otice; and hé*t61d about
Jesue Christ, and T want to "hear him tell
fome more'about Him.” "> " :
. ‘The‘rough sailors smiled, but they could
not. resist”such entreaty, and immedistely
rowed the boy ashore.

There was one on board whose conscience
the little African’s last reply sorely disturbed.
It was the thoughtless boy who had run
away from a Christian home. “Here I am,”.
he t{ought, “a son of an English minister,
who have known about Jesus Christ all my
Iife, and yet wmy knowledge has made less
impression on me than a single Christian
sermon has made .upon, this poor little
heathen.” o '

+ Self-condemned and distressed, he refired
thatnight to hishammock. There the truths
and counsels ke had so often heard at home

came. rushing into his memory. . He had

been too well-instructed ‘not to .Jknow the
way of life. He began to pray. -His prayer
‘was heard, for it was sincere. .. By it he was

:11ed to accept and consecrate himself to the

Saviour whom he had so long rejected.

There was joy in that English parsonage
when the prodigal returned. ore was
purer joy over him in heaven among the
angels of God. :

The reclaimed prodigal is now an earnest
worker in the temperance cause and other
good movements.—Band of Hope Review.
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A PROBLEM.

Here 1s a little temperance arithmetic for
our young folks, Who will work it out?’

Intoxicating liguors cost every year,
$600,000,000. If as much more is lost by
wasted time, shortened lives, men and
material misemployed, what is the total loss
byintoxicating liquors? How much would

could youbuild with this sum at $20,000 €ach
How many school houses at $5,0007 How
many homes for the poor at $2,0007. How
many Bibles could be sent to the heathen af
50 cents each? How missionaries at $8001
How many towns could have a $5,000
library ? Would there be hard times if all
this monev was spent aright?—S. 8. Mes-
senger.
—_———pe————

How WEeLL Arcoror keeps out cold from
the system! In France, recently, a doctor
made some experiments on pigs, to find out
what were the effects of alcohol on the body,
of taking spirits continuously in large doses.
Various kinds of alcohol were tried, a)otato
spirit, spirits of wine, spirits distilled from
rrain, and from molasses, and also absinthe,
leepiness, prostration, and want of appe-
tite, were the symptoms chiefly mnoticed,
though, at the samne time the animals grew
fat and heavy. But what will interest you
most to bear in thisconnection, is, that these
pigs were unable to resist cold ; and in order
to keep them alive during the severe frost
of two winters ago in France, the daily doses
of alcohol had to be discontinued, or else
these *tippling pigs” would have died of
cold. An eye witness, who liad seen some
of the most dreadful seenes that the world
has shown in our time—battlefields and
slaughter—said that he had never witnessed
anything more horrible than the scenes he
sawin the Glasgow police-cells on a Satur-
day night. There are there different cells
for people in different stages of drunken-
ness, and those, who are Tn'ought in dead
drunk are laid before large fires, which are
kept up all night for the purpose. They
are laid there to prevent them from dying
of cold ; for so powerful is the chilling effect
of aleohol when taken in poisonous quanti-
ties, that persons dead drunk may actually
die of cold if mot artificially warmed.—

Signal.
It 18 NoT so much the great preachérs, and
writers, and actors who move and change

he world as the-good people, the people of
:)i'iyer, of faith,gof good works,—Catholic

singular skill, and the sailors had perdtaded

Review.
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